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THE FORTVNATE ISLES. 


His Ma* being fete, 


Nereth in,running,JO HP HJ EL,an 
fakery {pirit, and(according to the Magi) 
the Intelligence of Iupiters {phere : Attired in 
light filks of {euerall colours, with wings of 
the fame, a bright yellow haire, a chaplet of 
flowers , blew Fike ftockings , and pumps, 
and gloues, with a filuer fan in his hand, 


IOHPHIEL. 


Like a lightning from the skie, 
oran arrow fhorby Lowe, 
Ora Bird of his let flys 
Bee*t a Sparrow, or a Doue: 
With that winged haft, comel, 
_ loofed from the Sphere of fone, 
To with good-night 
: to your delight. 


To him enters a Melancholique Student, 
in bare and worne cloathes ,fhrowded ynder 
anobfcure cloake , andthe caues of an old 


hate, fetching a deepe figh, his name, Mr. 
Az Mexe-Foork 
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THE FORTVNATE ISLES. 

MERE-F O OLE. _ ae 

Oh, oh! 

louputa. 
In Saturn's name , the Father of my Lord ! 
What ouer-charged peice of AMelanchelie 
Is this,breakes in betweene my wifhes thus, 
With bombing fighes ? 

MERE-FOOL BE. 
No! no Intelligence ! 

Not yet! and all my vowes now nine dayes old! 
Blindnes of fate: Puppies had feene by this time ¢ 
But I fee nothing ! that I fhould! or would fee! 
What meane the Brethren of the Rofie-Croffé 
Soto defert their votary! , 


ITouputa 
O ! tis one 
Hath vow'd himfelfe vnto that aérie order, 
And nowis gaping for the flie they promifd him. 
Tl mixea little with him for my fport. 
Mers-Fo ots. 
Haue] both in my lodging, and my diet, 
mt cloaths , and cuery other folemne charge 
Obferu'd ‘hem !made the naked bords my bed ! 
A fagot for my pillow ! hungred fore ! 
TouputaL, 
And thirfted afterhem ! 
Menxz-Foors, 
Tolooke gaunt, and leane! 
lourar at: 


en eee eee ene 4. 
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THE FORTP NATE ISLES, 
I ouputet. 
Which will not be. . 
Mere-Foots. 
* (Who's that ¢ ) yes,and outwatche, 
Yea ,and out-walked any Ghoftaliue 
In {olitarie circle, worne my bootes, 
Knees, armes, and elbowesout! - 
Toupute t 
Ran on the fcore! 
‘Mers-Foous 
Thathauel ( who fuggefts that ?) and for more 
Then I will {peake of, to abate this flefh, 
And hauenot gaind the fight ; 
— JompHist, seebtia.) 
Nay {carce the fenie, , . 
Mere- Foors. 
( Voice, thouart right) ofany thing buta cold 
Wind in my Romacke. 
lospuiai 
_ And ¢kind of whimfie. 
Mene-Foors, 
Herein my head; that puts me tothe ft 
Whether there be that Brorherheca, eae 
LoPe ANE Sier Ais es:,- 
Beleeuc fraile man, they:be : And thou halt fee, — 
Manre+Boora, 


What fhall Lice? 


| A3 Jour nia 
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THE FORTVNATE ISLES, 
Touputa1 
Mee. 


Maxs-Foous. 
Thee? Wheres 
Tonpnizx 


Here. Ifyou 
Be Mr. Mere-Foole. 


Msxz-Foous, 


Sir, our nameis Adery-Foole, 
But by contraction Adere-Foole. 
Toupure., 
Then are you 
The wight I fecke: and St. my name is Lobyhiel, - 
Intelligence to the Sphere of /upiter, 
Anaéry iocular fpirit , imploy'dto you 
From Father Ovrts, 


Msre-Foous, 


Ovris? whois hee? 
Tonpuiar. 
Know yee not O v r1s¢ Then know Nobody: 
The good old Hermit, that was faidto dwell 
Here inthe foreft without trees , that built 
The Caftle inthe aire, where all the Brethren 
Rhedeftaurotick live. Ie flies with wings . 
Andrunneson wheeles: where Julian de Campis 
Holds out the branditht blade. 
MuxeFoo rs, 


Ist pofible 
They 
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THE FORTVNATE ISLES, 


They thinkeon mee? \s 
ITouPuret. 
Rife, be not lo& in wonder, 


But heare mee, and be faithfull. All the Brethren 
Hauc heard your vowes,falute you,and expe you, 
By mee, thisnextreturne. But the good Father 
Has bin content to die for you. 

Msxe-Foors 

For mee? 

lowPrutet. 
For you. Laft New-years day, which fome giue out 
Becaufe it was his Birth-day , and began 
Theyeare of Jubile, he would reft vpon it, 
Being his hundred fiue and twentith yeare : 
But the truth is, hauing obferu'd your Gene/is, 
He would not liue, becaufe he might Icauc all 
He had to you. 

Mers-Foore. 


Whathad hee? 
lou PHIEL. 
Had ? An office, 
Two, three, or foure. 
Mers-Foo te. 
Where ? 
IomPHIB Le 


In the vpper Region: 


And that you'll find. The Farme of the great Cuftomes, 


Through all the Portsof the Aires peace 
— oo ae 
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THE FORTVNATE ISLES. 


Then Conftable of the Caftle Rof7-cre/fz: 
Which you muft be,and Keeper of the Keyes 
Of the whole Kaball, with the Seales; you fhallbe 
rincipall Secretarie to the Starres; 
Know all their fignarures, and combinatioris, * 
The diuine d confecrated roots. 
What not? Would you turne trees vp like the wind, 
To thew your ftrength? march over heads of armies 
Or points of pikes, to thew your lightneffe ¢ force 
All doores of arts, with the petarr,of yourwit? 
f Readeat one view all books ¢ {peake all the languages 
Of feuerall creatures ? mafter all the learnings 
Were, are, or thallbe? or, to thew your wealth , 
Open all treafures, hid by nature, 
Therocke of Diamond, tothe mine of Sea-coale+ 
Sir,you fhall doe it. 
Mere-Foors. 
But how? 
lonrnre.. 
Of which he has left you the inheritance, 
Here in a pot: this little gally pot, 
Of tinéture,high rofe tin€ture. T her's your 2 Order, 


— You will ha’ your Collar fent you, er’t belong. 


‘Meret-Foo rs, 
Ilookt St. for a halter, I was defperate. 
Tournist. 
Reach forth your hand: 
Mexs-Foo xs, 
O St, a broken fleeue 
Keepes 
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THE FORTF NATE ISLES, - 
Keepes the arme back as'tisi'the prouerbe. 
eon > doprurer. 
: 3 Nay, 
For that Idoecommend you: you mutt be poore. 
With al your wealth, &Jearning. Whé you ha made 
Your glaffes, gardens in the depth of winter, 
Where you will walke inuifible to Mankinde, 
Talke with all birds & beafts in their owne lagguage, 
~ When youhaue penetrated hills like ayre 
Diu'd to the bottome of the Sea , like B 
And riff’againe like corke, walk’tinthe fire =~ 
An ‘twere a Salamander, paffd through all 
The winding orbes, like an Intelligence, 
Vptothe Empyrewm , when you haue made 
The World your gallery, can difpatch a bufines 
_In fome three miauts, with tlie Antipedes, 
And in five more, negotiate the Globe oucr; 
Youmuftbepoore Pill, 
oi /MBREFOOLB. cer ons 
By my place, I know it. 


lopuizL, dD 


Where would you with tobe now » or what 0% fee? 
Without the fortunate purferobeare your charges, 
Or withing hat? 1 will butsouch your temples, 
The corners of your eyes, and tinct the tip, 

The very tipo yournole,with this CoM yrsum 

And you fhall {ee i theaireall the Jdeas, . 
Spirits,and Asomes , Flies,that buzabout — 

T his way,and thar way,and are rather admirable, 
Themany way intelligible, 
Baar Roos 
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THE FORIVNATE ISLES. 
Mens-Foo rs 
O, come, tina me, 
Tin& me: 1 long , faue this great belly, I long. 
But fhall lonely fee? 
eae lonpuret. 
See, and commaund 
As they were all your vallets, or your foot-boyes: 
But firft you muft declare, ( your Greatnes muft, 
For that is now your ftile ) what you would fee, 
Or whom. 
Maure-Foous. 
Isthat my tiles My Greatnes, then, 
Would fee King Zorosftres. 
TouPuret, 
Why you fhall: 
Or any one befide. Thinke whom you pleafe? 
Yourthoufand , Your ten thoufand, to amillion : 
All's one to me, if you could name a myriad. 
Msxs-Fooug, 
I haue nam’d him. 
louPuIsL. 
You'baue reafon. 
Msrs-Foous. 
I, Ihaue reafon. 
Becavfe he's faid to be the Father of coniurers, 
Andacunning man ithe ftarres. 


Tonrur st. 


I, that’s it troubles vax 
Alittle for the prefent : For,at this tinre | 
He 
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TRE FORTY NATE ISLES.. 


He is confuting a French Almanact, 
But he will ht haue don,Ha' you but patience; 


Or thinke but any other inmeanetime,, =... 
Any betdaime.” T 
Mers-Fooun 

Then, Hermes Trifmeg ifm. 


lonpuret, 
O, 6 rpiousyig-os? Why, you hall ce him, 
Afine hard name. Orhim, or whom you will, 


_ AsI faid to you afore. Or what do you thinke 


Of Hewle-g/afse,in ftead of him ? 
Mere-Foous 
No, him 
I haue a minde to. 
lonpwtex. ; 

O’" but Vlen - /piegle 
Were fuch a name! but you thal haue your longing, 
Whaat lucke is this , he fhould be bufie to? 


He is waighing water but to fill three houreglaffes, — 


And marke the day in pen‘orths like a cheele, 
And he has done.Tis ftrange you fhould name him 
Of allthe reft! there being Jamblicus, 

Or Parphyrie, ot Proclus, any name 


Thatis not bufy, | 
Mers-Foous ; 

Let me {ee Pythageras. 
bach O° Befbevaaesl 21 bas.ctiw od 
Msna-Foo.k 
>, Or Plate, 5s . 

g Ba Icvrrret, 
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THE FORTY NATE SLES 
‘bourwret. : 

eS Plato:, is framing fome /dee's; 

Are now befpoken ; ata groatadozen, 

Three groffe at leaft: And, for Pythagoras, 

He ‘has rafhly run himfelfe onan imployment, 

Ofkeeping 4/es {rom a feild of beanes; 

And cannot be ftau'd off, . 


MERE-F O OLR. 


Then, Archimedes 


Ses) Jonputax 
Yes, Archimedes | 
MERE-FOoLE. 
I,or Bfope. 
loupuizL 
. Nay, 


Hold your firft man, a good man, Archimedes, 
And worthy to be feene; but he is now 
Tnvsnriog rate Moufe-trap with Owles wings 
And aCatts-foote, to catch the Mife alone: 

And B/op, ie is fifing a Fox. tongue, 

For anew fable he has inade of Court, 

But you fhall {ce “hem all, flay but your time 

red aske in feafons Things ask’d out of feafon 

A man denies himfelte, At fuch atime — 

As Chriftmas ,whendifgnifirg is 0’ foote, 
Toaskeofebeiinventions,and the men, 

The witts,and the ingipgs.thatmoue thofe Orbes! 
Methinkes, you fhould enquire now, after Skelton, 
Or Mr. Scogan, ; ; per! 
“MareFoo.s, 
CWT) Scogan 
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THE FORYVNATE ISLES. 98 

aS 

Scogan ? what was he ? | 

ars Tournit . 

_ O’a fine gentleman, and a A4éffer of Arts, . 


~— ate the fourth’s times, that — one 
the Kings fonnes,and writ in ballad-roya 
Daintily wel 3 . 
Msre-Foo te. 
But,wrote he like a Gentleman ? 
. Toupnisy 
Tn rime! fine tinckling rime } and flowand verfe ! 
~ With now & then fome fenfe! & he was paid for’t, 
Regarded, and rewarded : which few Poets 
Arc now adaies. ; 
Mere-Footn, 
And why. 

Touputer 
a8). ’Caule euery Dabler 
TInrime is thought the fame. But you {hall {ec him. 

Hold vp your nofe. — 

Mere*Foork © 
| Thad rather fee a Brachmsn, 
Or a Gymmafophift yet. 
Tonpuitt. 
You fhall {ee him, Sir. 

Is worth them both.And with him Domine Skeltos, 
_ The worfhtptull Poct Lawreat to K. Harry ' 

And Tytire tw of thofetimes. Aduance quick Seagam, fd 

And quicker Skelton , thew your crattie heads, 


Before this Heyre of arts, this Lord of learning 
B 3 This 


— 
Google 


y . rota gaa PORTF-M sya. ta: 


e This Matter of allknowledge in reuerfion, ; 


Enter Skocan. andSxeLrox 
in like habits,as they liu'd, 
rs = Scooan, 
Seemeth wee ate ca'l'd of a morall intent 
If the words,that arc {poken,as well now bement, 
Tonpurar. 
That Mr, Scogan I dare you enfure. 
' Scocan, 
Then, Sonne, ouracquaintance is like to indure, 
ERE-Fooxg, 
A pretty game! like Crambe. Mr. Scogan, 
Giue me thy hand. Thou’art very leane, me thinks, 
Is't liuing by thy witts ? 
Scocan, 
| If it had bin that, 
} My worthipfull Sonne, thou had&t ne’r bin fo fatt. 
| . Toururax, 
| He tels you true Sr. Here’s a gentleman 


( My paire of crafty Clearkes of thathich cara&, 
As hardly hath the age produc't his ite’ 


Who not content with the wite of his ownetimes, 
Is curious to know yours » and what hath bin, 
Msre-Foouxs, . 


Oris, or thall be, 
- Toupntrer, 


Note his Latitude! 
Sxutron, 


a a" . SS 
‘ Se a es - = 
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THE FORTVNATE ISLES. 


lonpuia 


. The queftion- 
ee petenie oder tera, 

‘on, he w ue rd, 
eet thefe times, fora Play-fellow, 
Whether you would prefent him, withan Hermes, 
Or,with an Howle-glas? 


Sxa.ton. 


An Howleglafe 

To come, to paffe 

On his Fathers Affe ; 
a neuer — 
Byday, nor night, 

B fins fighe. b: 
With fethers vpright 
Inhis horned cap, 
And crooked fhape, 
Much like an Ape. 
With Owlc on filt, 
And Glaffe at his wrift. 


SKOoan. 
Except the foure Knaues entertain’d for the guards, 
Of the Kirngs,& $ Queenes that triumph in # cards. 
Te, lonenier 


I,that wete a fight anda halfe, I confefle, 
To fee ‘hem come skipping in, all at a mefle | 


SxsLTOn, 


Go gle 


| BHE FORTVNATE ISLES, 
; ; SxzerTron 
With Elinor Rumming. 
To make vp the mumming 5, 
That comely cid, 
 Thatdwelt ona hill, 
But the is not grill: 
- Her face all bowfy, ; 
Droopie, and drow fic, 
Scuruy,and lowfie, - 
Comely crinkled, 
Wonderfly wrinkled, 
Like a roft pigs care, 
Briftled with haire, 
Scocan 
Or, what do you fay to Ruffian Fitz Ale? 
Toupute. 


’ 
: 
. 
; 
| Anexcellent fight, 'if he be not too ftale. 
| 
| 


But then, we can mix him with moderne Vapors, / 
The Child of Tebscco,bis pipes,and his papers... 
Mers-Foors, 
You talk'd of Elivor Rumming,I had rather 
See Ellen of Troy. 
Tonpursre 
) Her you fhall fee, 
But credit mee, 
That Marie Ambree 
(Who march'd (0 free; 
Tothelicge of Gauns, 


And death could not daune, 


Go gle 
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THE FORTY NATE J8 LES. 
Asthe Ballad doth vaunt) 
 ‘Werea brauer wight, 
Anda better fight. © 
Sxs.tTon. 


“Or Weltmifter Ag, 
- ‘With her long leg, 
As long as a Crane; 
And feet like a plane : ) 
With apaire of heeles, 
As broad as two wheeless 
Todriue downe the dew, 
As the goes tothe ftew: 
And turnes home metry, 
By Lambeth ferry. 
‘Or youmay haue come 
In, Thomas Thumbe, 
Tn a pudding fate 
‘With Dottor Ratt. 
Toupuiet. 
I, that! thar! chat! 


Wee'll hauc’em all, 
To fill the Hall. 


ee ences 


C ! The 


Go gle 
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THE FORTV NATE ISLES. 
Coittny Ob bs Jes ee 

The iin ge fllowes 
Confifting of thefe twelue perfons, Owle- 
glas, the foure Knaues , two Ruffians Fitz- 
ale,and Vapors ; Eliior Rumming, Mary dm- 
bree , Long-Meg of Weftminfter , Tom Thumbe , 
tei _ Which done, 


not adto3 


Mans-Footr. | 


What!are they vanifhid! where is skipping Skelton? 
Or mora!l Scegan? Ldoelike their thew 
And would haue thankvhem , being the firft grace 
The Company of the Ro/ie-Crofehath done me, 
lo wputer. 
Thecompany o ‘the Ro/ie,croffe you wigion, 
Thecompany of Players.. Go ,youare , 
And wilbe ftil your felfe , a Mere foole, In; 
And take your pot of hony here, and hogs greace, 
See, who oe guld you,and make one. Great King, 
Your pardon, if delire to pleafe hauc trefpaffd. 
This foole fhould haue bin fent to Amtycira, 
(ThelleofE“ebore, ) there to haue purg’d, 
Nothop'da happie feat within your waters. 
otf ¢ now the meflag¢ of the Fates, and Jowe, 
“On whom thof Fates depend, to you, as Neptune 
The great Commander of the Seas, and Iles. 


_ That point of Reuolution being come 


When 


Google 
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THE PORTVYNATE ISLES: 

When all the Fortunate Iflands fhould be ioyn’d? 
Macar 1A, onc, and thought a-Principall, 
That hetherto hath floted , as vncertaine Te 
Where fhe would fix her bleflings ,istonight ~~ 
InftruGted to adhere. toyour Barrann ia tn 
That where the happjc fpirits lic ,hereafter |.» 
Might beno queftion ‘made, by the toft curious, 
Since the Mecary comets doxeu ‘Romage,* 
Andioyne their cradle'to ‘yout continent. 


| ‘ 
yi s 


‘Herethe Sceme opens, and the Mafquers ' 
are difcouer’d fitting in their feucrall {eiges, 
The aireopens abouc, andA po L Lo with 
Harmony , and che’ fpirits of :Mufique fing , 
the while the I/and moues forward , Protens 
fitting below, and hearkning. 


AMZ e094 Yarrow shi oeedh 


Looke forth the Shepheard cf the Seas , 
And of the Ports that keepe the ke yes, 
Andto your Neptonetee, = 
Macanta, Prince of all thetfles,, © 6 8 
Wherein there nothing growes, out {miles, 
Doth here put in,to well, 
The windes aye. f weele, aud gently blow, 
Bust Zephitus,wo breath theyknow, «og 
The Father of the flowers; = = 
By him the virgin violets line, * 
And enery plant doth odeurs Lig, 
+  Asnew, as aré the bowers, 
Cz Cuorvs. 


, cha. 


Go gle 


CHuorvs 


——————— —— 
ee RORTYNATE ISLES 
Then, thinkeit net acommen caufe,, 
That to it fo much a bens 
And sll the heanens confent, 
with Harmony to tune their motes, 
In hnfwer to the publiquevotes, 
That for it vp were fent. 
By this time, the Iland hauing ioyned ‘it Blowes here 
{elfetothe fhore; PRoTrEVs, PorTy- 
vp finging to the State, while the Ma/quers: dod 


take time-to ranke themfelues. 


Nv s, and Sarown come forth, and go. Tis 06 
Slertio ft 
1m 
Song. | ‘tee paid 4“ 
Protevs. St aw 
“ Ljnow, the heights of Neptunes honors fine, art ewen 
. And all the glories fs Peron file Prime, Abd wht one i 
Are read, reflected sm this happieft Ile. 
iPortvnvs. Pederkcy 
How both she aire, the foile, the feat combine: ; 
Tofpeake is blefedi Jt ciee saamaee Tombith she old 
S ARON . 
228 Thefe areshe true gromes Tai: x0 
where ioyes are borne, 
Proravs 
where longings 5 : Heid i tm! 
Poxtrnvs, . 


Go gle 


THE FORTYNATE ISLES: 
Po RIVNYV % 


and where lowes : 


Re 


Sanron: 
That Line ' 
Protevs. 
That laf! 
Portvyvs, 
No intermitted wind 
Blowyes here , but what leanes flowers , or fruit behind, 
Cuorvs. 
Tis odour all , that comes 
And cuery tree doth gine bis gummes. 
Prorevs. 
There is ne ficknes, nor no old age knowne 
To man, nor any grtife that he dares owne. * 
There i ne hunger there , nor enuy of fiate. 
Nor lea/t ambition in the Magittrate. 
But all are enen-harted, open, free, 
And whas one it, another firines to bes. 
Portvynvs. 
Here all the day, they fea ft, they port, and pring: , 
Now dance the Graces Hay , wow Venus Riag : 
To whieh she old Mufitians play, and fing. 


Saron, ; 
There is Ax 1 On, tuming his bold Har 
: ag 
Porrvnvs. 
And light Anacreon, 
He ftill is one 
. C3 Prorsvs 


Go gle 
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Ni} ae THE FORTVNATE ISLES, 
Protavs 
. i - Stefichorus there, tos, 
That Linus, and old Orpheus doth out-doe 
To wonder. 
Sakon. 
And Amphion! he is there. 
Portvnvs. 
Nor is Apollo dainty to appeare 
In ficch a quire, although the trees be thick, 
Prorevs. 
He will looke in, and [ee the aires be quick, 
Ad that the times be true. 
Portvnvs. i 
Then ; chanting, 
Prorsys “ 
Then, fe 
Vp, with their notes, ra raife the Prince of Aden. ; 
ARON. i 
And fing the prefent Prophecic that goes 
Of ioyning the bright L111 12, andthe Ros. 
Cuorvs. 
See! all the flowres 


Asie) cele a 
That fpring the banks 4 
Do mout their heads unto at pA by 
Cuorvs. ad 
Sanon,Porrvnvs, Prorevs,helpetobrimg — 
Our Primtofe in, the glorie of the fpring ! 
And tellthe Daffadill sagainft that day, 
That we prepare new Gyrlands frefh as May. 
And enterweane the Myrtle, and she Bay. 


This 
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‘THE FORTY NATE ISLES, 
This fung, the Ifland goes back, whilft the 


» Npper Chorus takesit from them,and the | 
_Masquers prepare for their figure. 
. Cuorvs. 

Spring all the Graces of the age, 

And all the Loues of times 
_ Bring all the pleafures of the flage, 

And relifhes of rime : 

Add alt the foftne(fes of Courts , 
The bookes, the laughters, and the fports. 

And mingle all their {weets,andfalts, 
That mone may fay, the Triumph halts. 


The Masquers ‘dance their Entry 
or firft dance. 

Which done, the firft Profpectiue, 2 Mari-. 
time Palace, or the houle of Oceanus is 
difcouered to lowd Mufique. 

The other abouc. isno more feene. 


IOHPHIEL. 


Behold the Palace of Oceanus ! 

Hayle Reuerend ftructure ! Boaftno more to vs 
Thy being able, all the Gods tofeaft; 

We faw enough: when Axsro N was thy gueft. 


The 


Google 
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 YHE PORTVNATE ISLEs; 
The meafures, 


After which, the fecond Profpettiue, a Sea 


is fhowne, tothe former Mufique. 


IToH?PHIEL. 
Now turne; and view the wonders of thedeepe, 
Where Proteus heards, & Ni’ Orkesdokeep, 
Where all is plough’d, yet till the paftures hey 
New wayes are found,and yetno paths are feene. 


Here Proteus, Portunus, Saron goe vp to the 
Ladies with this Song. 
Proravs. 
‘Come noble Nymphs, and doe not bide 
> ‘The ieyes, for which you fo prowide: 
Sanon. 


If not to mingle with the Men, 
Side ny at Go bome agen. 
Portynvs, 
Your dre(sings dee confeffe, 
By what wee fee, >) Pa Fl" 
Of Pallas, awd Arachnes arts, 
That you cowld meane ne le(fe. 
Prorsvs, 
Why do you weare the filke-wormes toyles , 
Or glorie im the felt fifh ppoiles, ki 


- 
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THE FORTVNATE ISLES. 
Or firiue to foew the graines of Ore — 
That you haue cather'd on the fhore 

whereof to make a flocke 
To graft the greener Emerald on, 
Or any better water'd ftone, 
Saron, 
Or Rubie of the rock? 
Prorsvs,: 
why do you{mell of Amber-gris, 
Of which was formed Neptunes Neict, 
The Queene of Lowe: vnle(fe you can 
Like Sea-borne Venus lowe a Man? 
S anon, 
Try, put your feluesuntot. 

; — Cuorys. 
Your lookes, your [miles, and thoughts that mete, 
Awmbrofian hands, and filuer fete, 

Do promife you will dot. 


© 


The Reuels follow. 
Which ended, the Fleete is difcouered,while 
the three Corners play. 


Toupntst; 


Tis time, your eyes fhould be refrefht at length 
With fomething new,a part of Neprvnss ftrength, 
See, yond’, his Fleete, ready to goe or come, 
Or fetch the riches of the Ocean home, 

D 


So 
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THE FORTYNATE ISLES, 
| * So to fecure him, both in peace, and warres, 
i Till not one hhip alene, but all be ftarres, 


Then the laft Song. 


Prorays, 
Although we wifh the glorie ftill might laft 
Of {uch 4 night, and for the caufes paft: 
Tet now, great Lord of waters, an ies, 
 Giwe Proteus leame to turne unto his wiles. 
Portvnys, 
And, whilft young Ast ox doth thy labours café, 
Defpatch Portunus 50 thy Ports, 
Saron, 


And Saron to thy Seas : 

To met old Nereus with bis fiftée girles, 
From aged Indus laden heme with pearles, 
And Oriemt gummes, to burne untothy name. 

~Cuorvs, 
And may thy fubiects hearts be all one flame . 
Whilft thou doft keepe the earth in firme cftate, 
And'mong/t the winds, dof [uffer no debate, 
But both at Sea, and Land, our powers emreafe, 
With health, and all the golden gifs of Pence. 


After which, their laft Dance. 


The End. 
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